CAST OUT. 


I am a man who is in trouble and sorrow, 
And once was light-hearted and gay, 
Not a coin in this word can I borrow, 
Since my own I have squandered away ; 
I once robbed my father and mother, 
Then they turned me away from the door, 
To beg, starve or die, in the gutter to lie, 
To enter their dwelling no more. 


Chorus :—I am a man who’s done wrong to my 
parents, 
And daily I wander about, 
For to earn a small mite for my shelter at 
night, 
O God, help me, now I am cast out. 


My father will say when he-meets me, 
You beggar, you are now still at large, 
Mind, sir, that you don’t come near me, 
Or by heaven I’ll give you in charge. 
My mother, poor thing, broken hearted, 
To meet me she oftimes will try, 
To give mea crown with her head hanging 
down 
And‘a‘tear rolling out of her eye. 


Chorus. 


My sister, who married a squire. 
Will dare not speak one word to me, 
For now in this world‘she is*much higher, 
And rides in her carriage so free. , 
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The girl that I once loved so dearly, 
fs now broken-hearted, they say, 

For while on her bed, she is lying near dead 
For her outcast she often doth pray. 


a 


Chorus. 


Now, all you young men take a warning, 
By what [ve just]said unto you, 

And I hope by my dress vou won’t scorn me 
For you don’t know what you might come 

to, 

Ill try to be honest and upright, 
And do all the good that I can, 

Vil try all I know to get on in this world, 
And prove to my friends I am a man, 


Chorus. 





Twenty Years Ago. 


PS SOoa— 


I’ve wandered ‘through the village, Tom, 
I’ve sat beneath the tree, 

Upon the school-house playing ground, 
That sheltered you and me; 

But few are left to greet me, Tom, 
And none are left to know, 

Who played with us upon the green 
Some twenty years ago. 


The grass is just as green, Tom, 
Barefooted boys at play, 

Were sporting just as we did then, 
With spirits just as gay ; 

But the master sleeps upon the hill, 
All coated o’er with snow, 

Affording us a sliding place 
Some twenty years ago. 


The old school-house is altered some, 
The benches are replaced 

By new ones, very like the same, 
Our pen-knives had defaced ; 

But the same old bricks are in ‘the. wall, 
The bell swings to and fro; 

Its music’s just the same, dear Tom, 
’T was twenty years ago. 


The river is running just as still, 
The willows on its side 

Are larger than they were, dear Tom, 
The stream appears less, wide ; 

The grape-vine swing is ruined now, 
Where we once played the beaux, 

And swung our sweethearts, pretty girls, 
Some twenty years ago. 
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The spring that bubbled ’neath the hill, 
Close by the spreading beech, 

Is very low, ’twas once so high 
That we could scarcely reach ; 

But in kneeling down to take a drink, 
Dear Tom, I started so, 

To think how very much I’ve changed 
Since twenty years ago. 


Near by that spring, upon an elm, 
You kuow I cut your name; 

Your sweetheart’s just beneath it, Tom, 
And you did mine the same. 

Some heartless wretch has peeled the bark— 
"Twas dying sure, but slow— 

Just as that one whose name you cut 
Some twenty years ago. 


My lids have long been dry, Tom, 
- But tears came in my eyes; 
I thought of her I loved so well— 
Those early broken ties. 
I visited the old churchyard, 
And took some flowers to strew 
Upon the graves of those we loved 
Some twenty years ago. 


Oh some are in the churchyard laid, 
Some sleep beneath the sea, 

But none are left of our old class 
Excepting you and me; 

And when our time shall come, dear Tom, 
And we are called to go, 

I hope we'll meet with those we loved 
Some twenty years ago. 
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